CHAPTER SIXTEEN
*TT TE passed through the huddled houses of Bireh,
VV a miserable village which once was Beeroth,
where traditionally Marymother and old Joseph, her
husband, first missed their first-born child. The Boy
was twelve at that time, and it is not difficult to picture
the harassed mother torn with anxiety, surrounded
by her frightened younger children, whilst the old
carpenter of Nazareth searched for Him in the
crowded streets of Jerusalem.
A boyish act, this of the Master's. It proves Him
to have been a normal, happy-go-lucky boy, too filled
with the wonder of life and the strange sights in the
city even to think of the distress he was causing His
anxious parents. Nothing of calculated mischief in it,
merely sheer boyish thoughtlessness. Thus I made
another contact with Him, took another step away
from the stained-glass effigy of emasculate Perfection,
found another facet pf character to prove His essential
humanity.
Two or three miles beyond Bireh we drove across an
aerodrome, set right in the watershed of the Judean
Mountains, and I saw the minaret of Nebi Samwil,
which the Moslems believe to be the Tomb of Samuel,
jutting out on the rocky western skyline.
The whole of this plateau between Bireh and
Jerusalem is packed with places associated with the
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